
i. Xc had seen it ah...turquc)isc waters lapping 
along miles of unblemished white sand beaches and 
sunsets that would dazzle even the most seasoned 
traveler. As the disc jockey for a Caribbean cruise 
ship, this was his living room... his domain. Every 
week meant a new entourage of women to flirt with; 
and of course to dedicate songs to. It was everything 
a guy could ever dream of. Or was it? 


Most weeks revolved around the same itinerary. 
However, this one was different. A tropical storm 
was forcing a stay at Pleasure Island - a place he 
had never heard of. .As the ship drifted toward the 
unexpected stopover, he readied his DJ booth for 
the first night and the chance to observe the new 
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